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The Hisiory of 

F<i/.Yourogac,here’s Lime in this Sack too, thereisnothiiB 
but roguery to be found in villanous ma jyct acoward is woi| 
then a cup of fack with in it. A villanous coward^gothy: 

waiesjold /^ci^.die when thou wilt;itman lTood,goodniar,l 
hood be not forgot upon the See of the earth, then am I a flaot. i 
ten herring-'thcre lives not ? .good men unhang’d in Engkni » 
and one of them is fat, and growes old;'ljod helpe the while ' 
a bad world I f&y : I would I were a weaver , I could fing % 
f- PfalmeSjOr any thing. A plague of all cowards, I fay llil], ° 1} 
Prm.How no w Wool-fackc, what mutter you ? k 

Yal. A Kings SonJifI doc not beat thee out of thy Kingdom ' 
tvich a dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Subjedfs afore th«i; 
like a flocke of Wild-gcefe, i’lc never weare haire on my fictff 
more, you Prince of 

Pri». Why, you horfon round man, what’s the matter ? 
Val.hxz you not a coward ? anfwer me to that,and 7m'. 
there. 

7>rin. Zounds ye fat paunch,und ye call me coward, by tk 
Lord i’le ftab thee. 

Val. I call thee coward ? i’lc fee thee damn’de Yc I call tke 
cowardjbutjl would give a thoufand pound I could runneaf 
laft as thou canfi-.Y ou are ftraight enough in the lhoulders,yoii [ 
care not who lees your backe : call you that backing of yotit 
firiends.^a plagueupon luch backing : give me them thatv^illt 
fice me,give me a cup of lacke,! am a rogue if I drunketo ifj ^ 
Priff.O villain^jthy lips are Icarce wip’d fince thou diunki| 
laft, F^j/.AH's one for that. Hedrinkes. 

A plague of all cowards ftill, fay I. 

“Pw. What’s the matter . 

What’s the matter ? heerc be foure ofus,havettncJ|;' 
thoufand pound this morning. ' 

Pn«.Where is it, where is it? “ 

Vaif, Where is it ? taken from us it is ; a hundred upon - 
poore foure of us. ' 

Prf».What,a hundred, man ? a ' 

Frf/J am a rogue, if I were notathalfe fwprd witnadozen 
ofthem two houres together.I have feaped by miracle, lam ^ 
eight times thruft thorow the Doublet, foure thorow theiii 

Hefc': 


Henry the Fourth. 

Hole, iny buckler cut thorow and thorow, my Sword hack’t 
like a hand-la I never dealt better lince I was a 

man, all would not do. A plague ofall cowards , let them 
^eake, if they Ipeake more or leffe then truth , they are vil- 
lages, and the fonnes of darknefle.' 

' G^^f.SpcakCjfirs, how* wash? 

Roff'.Wc foiire fet upon a dozen . 
fatf. Sfxteene at leaft, my Lord. 

And bound them. 

/'(?/c.No, nothey were notbound. 

rogue.thcy were bound,every man of them, or I 
am a lew elle,an Hebrew lew, ( us. 

if As we were fharing ,fome d . or 7 . fre fh men let upon 
Fa/f. And unbound the reft,and then came in the other. 
Prm.What fought ye witli them all ? 

Valf.KW ?1 know, not whatyoucall alhbutifi fought not 
with fifty of them, I am a bunch of Radilh ; if there were not 
two or three and fifty upon poore old then am I no 

twoleg’d creature. 

Pw«.PrayGodyoahavenotmurthercdfomeof them. 
Val. Nay that s pafl: praying for, I have pepper’d two of 
them : Two I am fore I have payed, two rogu=s in Buckrom 
lutes:f tell thee what, fi/?/,if I tell thee a lie,lpit in my facejcal 
me Horte.-thou knowdl my ofd word there I lay, and thus I 
bore my pointtfoure rogues in Buckrom let drive at me. 

Pm. What,foure ? thou faidfi but two, even now. 
F,?LFoure Hal: I told thee foure. 

P oin. J ,I ; he fa id foure. 

F^/.Thefe foure came all afront,snd maincly thruft at me • 
I made nomoreadoc,buttooke all their feven point in my 
Targetjthus ; , * 

Pm.Seven?why there were but foure.evennow. 

Eal. In Buckrom. 

foure, in Buckrom futes, 

Pal, Seven .by thefe Hilts, or I am a villainc elfc t 

alone, we fhall have more anon. 
r^^.Doeft thou heare me,H^//. 

^z-/».ijand marke, thee too, 

Palf. 





